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cast its larvae shell. On the ground he found her jewels, but other-
wise there was no trace of her. The maid, too, had vanished.
At the conclusion of his mission he returned to Changan. Yin
was delighted to see him and asked him if all was well with
Jenshih. "She has passed away," Cheng answered, his eyes wet
with tears. Yin also grieved when he heard the sad news and
asked him what had brought about her death. "She was killed by
some dogs," he answered. "But how could dogs, however fierce
they may be, kill a human being?" Yin asked. "But she was not
human," came the answer. "Then what was she?" Yin asked in
astonishment. Then Cheng told him the story from beginning to
end, much to the wonder and amazement of his friend. The next
day they rode together to Mawei, where they distinterred and
examined Jenshih's remains and wept most grieviously over them.
Later when they indulged in reminiscences of Jenshih the only
thing they could recall about her that marked her from other
women was that she never made her own clothes.
In after years Cheng rose to be a superintendent and became
very wealthy. At one time he kept more than ten horses in his
stables. He died at the age of sixty-five.
During the Ta Li period (766-780) I, Shen Chi-chi, lived at
Chungling and used to see something of Wei Yin. I learned, there-
fore, all the details of that extraordinary story. Later Yin became
a censor and concurrently governor of Lungchou, where he died.
The story shows that there is no lack of virtue even in the
animal world. Able to protect her chastity in the face of violence
and to remain faithful to her lord to death, she was superior to
many of her sex among mankind today. It is a pity that Cheng, a
man with little subtle insight, cared only for her beauty and nothing
of her true character. If he had been a man of learning and pro-
fundity, he would have been able, through his life with her, to learn
something of the principles that underlie Nature's mysterious trans-
formations, and the line that marks the mundane world from the
world of the spirit, and to preserve for us in worthy language her
great love; he would not have been satisfied with the enjoyment of
the mere beauty of her outside form. What a pity it was, alas!